POST -MORTEM               SCENE VI
JOHN : I'm trying to find a reason for survival.
TILLEY :  Life is reason enough, isn't it ?
JOHN :  No, I don't believe it is.
TILLEY :  Nonsense.    Morbid nonsense.
JOHN : Have you completely forgotten that strange
feeling we had in the war ? Have you found anything
in your lives since to equal it in strength ? A sort of
splendid carelessness it was, holding us together. Cut
off from everything we were used to, but somehow not
lonely, except when we were on leave, or when letters
came. Depending only upon the immediate moment.
No past, no future, and no conviction of God. God
died early in the war, for most of us. Can you remem-
ber our small delights ? How exciting they were ?
Sleep, warmth, food, drink, unexpected comforts
snatched out of turmoil, so simple in enjoyment, and so
incredibly satisfying.
TILLEY (bitterly) : What about the chaps one knew
being blown to pieces ? Lying out in the mud for
hours, dying in slow agony. What about being
maimed, and gassed, and blinded ? Blinded for life ?
JOHN : There was something there worth even that.
Not to the individual perhaps, but to the whole. Be-
yond life and beyond death. Just a moment or two.
TILLEY : To Hell with your blasted moment or two.
I'm going home.
JOHN : To Hampstead ?
BABE : What's the matter with Hampstead ? That's
what I want to know. What's the matter with
Hampstead ?
JOHN :   The air's good, anyhow.
SHAW : You make me sick, trying to be so damned
clever.
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